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SONG SKETCHES 



WE HAVE A DAY 



We have a day, we have a night 
Which have been made for our delight! 

Shall we run, and run, and run 
Up the path of the rising sun ? 

Shall we roll down every hill, 

Or lie still 

Listening while the whispering leaves 

Promise what no one believes? 

(The hours poise, breathless for flight, and bright.) 

Only a night, only a day — 

We must not let them get away: 

Don a foolish cap and bell, 
For all is well and all is well ! 

Dance through woods a purple-blue! 
Dance into 

Lanes that are a hidden stem 
Beneath the beauty over them. 

(The hours lift their shadow-form, are warm.) 
[3 3] 



POETRY: A Magazine of Verse 

Why do you still stand mute and white? 
The day is past, but there is night. 

Turn your head, give me your lips — 
The darkness slips ! The darkness slips. 

We could make it hushed and still. 
If you will 

We could hear, close to the ground 
Life — the one authentic sound. 

(The hours, as a startled faun, are gone.) 



SPRING MORNING 

O day — if I could cup my hands and drink of you, 

And make this shining wonder be 

A part of me! 

Oday! O day! 

You lift and sway your colors on the sky 

Till I am crushed with beauty. Why is there 

More of reeling sunlit air 

Than I can breathe? Why is there sound 

In silence ? Why is a singing wound 

About each hour? 

And perfume when there is no flower? 

O day! O day! How may I press 

Nearer to loveliness ? 

[304] 



